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^fpleafaunt Qmedie, of 
The matter is pud to arbitarments. 

Thefirft man is M.2»^,videlicet M. Page. 

The fecond is my felfe,videlicet my felfe. (tyr. 

And the third and laft man, is mine hoft of the gar- 

Enter Syr Iohn Falftaffe, PiftoILBardolfe, 
*#dNim. 

Hereis fir John himfelfe now,Iookeyou. 

Fal. NowM .Shallow, youle complaine of me 
to the CouncelI,I heare f 
Shal. Sir lofwfix John, ycm haue hurt my keeper, 
Kild my dogs,ftolne my deere. 

Fat. But not kitted your keepers daughter. 

Shot. Well this (hall be anfwered. 

Fal. Ueanfvvere it ftrait.I haue done all this. 
This is now anfwred. 

Shat. Well,the Councell fliall know it. 

Fal. T were better for you twere knowne in 
Youle be laughtat. (counfell, 

Sir Hu. Good vrdes fir John , good vrdes. 

Fat. Good vrdes, good Cabidge. 

Slender I brake your head, 

What matter haue you againftmee? 

Slen. I haue matter in my head againft you and 
your cogging companions, Pitfoff and Nym. They 
carried meeto the Tauerne and made mee drunke, 

and afterward picked my pocket. 

Fal. What fay you to this P /]?<>//, did you picke 
Maifter Slenders purfe Pijlotl ? 

Slen. Ibythishandkercherdidhe. Two faire 
fhouellboord fhillings, befides feuen groats in mm 
fixpcnces. 
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the merry H>tm of %'mdfoi. 

fal. What fey you to this Pijloll ? 

Pijl. Sit Iohn Maifter mine, I combat craue 
Of this fame laten bilbo. I do retort the lie 
Euenin thy gorge,thy gorge, thy gorge. 

Slen. By this light it was he then. 

Nym. Syr my honor is not for many words. 

But if you run bace humors of me, 

I will fey mary trap. And there's the humor of it. 

Fal. You hearethele matters denidegentleme. 
You heare it. 

Inter Mijlrejje Foord, M/jlrrJJe&tge^nndM r 

daughter Anne. 

Pa. No more now, 

I thinke it be almoft dinner time. 

For my wife is come to meet vs. 

Fal. Miftrefle Foord, I thinke your name is. 

If Imiftakenot. 

Syr Iohn kiffes her. 

Mif. Ford. Your miftake fir is nothing but in the 
Miftrefte.Butmy husbands name is Foord fir. 

Fal. I (hall defire your more acquaintance. 

The like of you good mifteris Page. 

Mif. Pa. With all my hart fir Iohn . 

Come husband will you goe f. 

Dinner ftaies for vs. 

Pa. With all my hartjCome along Gentlemen. 

Exit alljbut Slender 
mijlrejje Anne. 

Anno. 






